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THE PENALTY OF PRIDE. 


‘*THE FATHER OF A PRINCESS! THEN WHY DOES HE LOOK SO SHABBY ?”’ 
‘‘BECAUSE THE PRINCE HAPPENED TO MARRY HIS DAUGHTER FOR LOVE, AND THERE ISN’T QUITE ENOUGH 
MONEY TO LIVE UP TO THE TITLE.” 
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STOP THE MUSIC! 








S there no way of putting a stop to the Sunday concerts in the 
Park? Such disregard for the feelings of the Metropolitan trustees 
is little short of brutal. Have the city fathers no respect for the convic- 
tions of these progressive philanthropists? It is mortifying that thou- 
sands of impious wretches should be permitted to desecrate the Sabbath 
by strolling about beneath those magnificent trees and listening to un- 
principled music. What a contrast to the good Museum! Empty and 
cold, it frowns religiously upon the thousands who have never seen the 
interior. Lucky it is for the public morals that these amiable trustees, at 
least, realize the corrupting influence of their hidden treasures. 





WOULD LIKE IT TO ESCAPE. 


*€ CO the Fair will be held in Chicago?” remarked an Eastern 
visitor. 
“Oh, yes,” replied a subscriber, mournfully, “ there seems to be no 
possibility of its getting away.” 
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Policeman: DO YOU WANT TO CROSS, LITTLE GIRL ? 

L. G.: Do you SUPPOSE I WANT TER STAN’ HERE AN’ LOOK AT YER? (wth 
cutting severity) | DARE SAY IF I’D A BEEN A YEAR OR TWO OLDER AN’ LIVED 
ON THE AVENOO, AN’ DRESSED IN SILK AN’ DI’MONTS, YOU WOULDN’T HA’ SAID 
: NOTHIN’, BUT GRABBED ME ’KOUND THE WAIST AN’ TOOK ME OVER WITHOUT A 
NoT SO MUCH DIFFERENCE. WORD! 
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OW fast the world seems to be moving these days. 
You can almost hear it whiz as it hurtles through 
space. So many marvels have been let loose on us this last 
decade, that our capacity to believe things seems to be ma- 
terially increased. Electricity, for one thing, has forced the 
dullest comprehension to realize that some things can be done 
as well as others. When New York talks to Boston over 
a wire and hears Boston’s little peculiarities of diction come 
back in reply, and when the propulsion of street cars by 
means of an overhead wire is a common sight in hundreds 
of American cities it should, and it does, make dogmatic 
people less confident in asserting what is possible and what 
is not. 
* * * 
IFE, for its part, frankly admits that it is so far dazed 
by what it hears and sees, that if it were told that the 
Keely motor had begun to mote, it would not dare to make 
more than the gentlest little scoff. It would not believe it, 
but it would stand ready to be convinced. It hears every day 
of things just about as odd and that pass its comprehension. 
Even more astounding than the marvels of electricity that 
continue to transpire, are the wonders of hypnotism, psychol- 
ogy and of all that branch ot knowledge which has to do with 
the relation of the body to the mind, and of one mind to 
another. Laws and properties of nature that have hardly 
been more than suspected, seem to be crowding up into 
notice, not in one spot or another, but im a hundred 
places at once. The average intelligence of humanity 
has become so high, and the means of diffusing knowl- 
edge is so ample, that what anyone finds out everyone, 
who is really alive, seems straightway to share with 
him. 
MONG other odd developments which one hears of are 
countless stories of cures, well attested many of them, 
by various irregular and quasi-religious methods which make 
others scold, others threaten 


some doctors smile, and 
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the terrors of the law, and others possibly wonder if the 
babes and sucklings of science may not sometimes stumble 
upon a sort of wisdom that is denied to the professors. 
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ws is true and what isn’t inthese wonder-working, 
nineteenth century days, only a bold man will ven- 
ture toaver. The doctors disagree upon the most essential 
points, just as they always have. _ Puzzled by the conflicting 
relations of capital and labor conservative publicists let loose 
doctrines in which analysis discloses the elements of social- 
ism. In one October magazine Bishop Huntington tells us 
that more than half of our religious organizations are prac- 
tical contradictions of the sermon of the mount, and in 
another Mr, Curtis finds in the all but universal opinion of 
Christians, that Christianity is impracticable; a reason for 
Christians to be modest in judging one another’s religious 
errors, 
* * * 
F it is true, as reported, that Mr. Croker, whose ill health 
was so notorious, has come back from Europe almost 
cured by a course of treatment that the New York doctors 
assured him would be fatal, his case is another which gives 
grounds for prescribing for our physicians almost as much 
modesty in giving judgment as Mr. Curtis recommends to our 
clergymen. Some of them seem to have learred their lesson 
already. Word comes from Lourdes, for example, of 
French doctors who have been examining into the so-called 
miracles there, and who have had to attest cures .by the 
dozen that they could neither deny, nor explain, nor under- 
stand. 
% * 
WE seem to be in the way of finding out very odd things 
about ourselves these days. It behooves us to try 
to hold our faculties in a receptive state and to be exception- 
ally modest about averring that anything is not true merely 
because we don't understand it and it seems unlikely. 
* * * 


HOSE wonderful jackasses of Brooklyn, who found 
things in Longfellow’s poem that were unfit for chil- 
dren to read, made such a marvelous exposition of their in- 
tellectual wants as really left their critics nothing to do but 
make a plain statement of facts. The story of their folly 
has been wafted through the length and width of the country 
on a breeze of Homeric, inextinguishable laughter. Doubt- 
less many people who read it will wonder as LIFE did if 
there are many men among the principals of the public 
schools who know as little as these Brooklyn pedagogues. It 
is a solemn thought that men who think that “ naked pines ” 
are indecent, should be set to teach truth to children. 

















A COMMON OCCURRENCE. 


‘* THE BRIDE WENT UP THE AISLE ON HER FATHER'S ARM.” 
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THE SEASON’S WORK. 


IFE wishes to thank its readers for their hearty co-operation in this 
work. Twenty-four hundred and seventeen children have been 
sent to the country this Summer by means of contributions to 
this fund. From July 1st to September 15th fifteen hundred and 
twenty-five were at LIFE’s village. $3,500 was spent for food alone, 
our voracious visitors often consuming one hundred loaves of bread at a 
single meal. The average consumption of milk per day was from 225 
to 250 quarts, and the milk was of the very best quality, fresh from the 
surrounding farms. The bill of fare included cocoa for breakfast, with 
plenty of bread and butter, milk, oatmeal and rice. At dinner there 
was always meat and vegetables, with an abundance of bread and but- 
ter. For supper oatmeal and rice again, with plenty of milk and the 
usual reckless consumption of bread and butter. At one period our 
bread bill for two weeks was one hundred and eighty-seven dollars. 
Every cottage has its own house mother—an excellent class of women, 
often teachers, and as a rule they remained with us through the season. 
Having an organized establishment of our own enables us to accom- 
plish more each succeeding year with the funds at our disposal, and we 
know of no charity where a little money gives more happiness and last- 
ing benefit than in this work. 
Among the fifteen hundred and twenty-five children at LIFE’s village 
this Summer there was not one case of serious sickness, and not a single 


accident. 
Received to date............. ET, 
Amount expended since July 1St...........2..05 cesses 7,233 56 
NN Se nccsendswadewsdatateres make ukeeiaeae es $63 04 











McAtkins (very tiresome): WANT TO HEAR SOMETHING FUNNY? 
Old Crusticus: NO; VVE HEARD IT BEFORF. 











EUGENE FIELD’S VERSES AND TALES. 





F Neswannhe any reader of the best newspapers would be 

predisposed to be pleased with a book bearing the 
name of Eugene Field; for he would recall, that within the 
past five years, at the beginning or end of a busy day, he 
has often found, tueked away in a corner of his favorite 
paper, a scrap of gentle humor, a bit of verse, a pathetic 
story, or a witty satire, credited to the Chzcago News, or 
signed by Eugene Field. And the reader will also recollect 
that these things pleased him because they were kindly as 
well as clever, and never made fun of those sentiments which 
underlie the lasting pleasures of life. This amounts to saying 
that he is an American humorist who is neither irreverent, 
nor a persistent cynic with reference to domestic life—which 
is surely a distinction in a country whose homes and religions 
have been more or less vulgarized by its “funny men.” 

It is a good thing, then, that he has made two volumes 
out of the best of his prose and verse; and they have been 
published in attractive form under the titles “A Little Book 
of Profitable Tales,” and ‘A Little Book of Western Verse” 
(Scribner’s). 

* a * 
HE author's best work, one may venture to say, is in 
his Verses. They are generally light, graceful and 
melodious—and that is a combination which carries a great 
way in verse-making. ‘Two or three influential god-fathers 
reveal their characteristics in these poems—notably Thackeray 
and Bret Harte. Like Thackeray, he imitates Béranger and 
Horace, and the German lyrists. His lines ‘‘ Toa Soubrette,” 
are an American echo of “Le Grenier ”’ :— 
‘*Oh, happy days, when youth’s wild ways 
Knew every phase of harmless folly. 
Oh, blissful nights, whose fierce delights 
Defied gaunt-featured Meiancholy ! 
Gone are they all beyond recall, 

And I—a shade of mere reflection— 

Am forced to feed my spirit's greed 

Upon the husks of retrospection.’ 


’ 


The group of dialect poems (of which “ Casey's Table 
d’Hote”’ is the best known), recall just as plainly the inspi- 
ration of Bret Harte. None of these cast any marked dis- 
credit on their remote originals. 

There is plenty of Eugene Field in them all, however, and 
he is most individual, perhaps, in ‘ The Little Peach,” 
“Some Time Long Ago,” and “In Flanders.” 


* * * 


S for the “ Profitable Tales,” they were no doubt written 

to just nicely fill a nonpareil column—and they did 

it beautifully. You cannot expect a deftly made tale in these 
limits. They are more like “pastels in prose,” with a good 
deal of the “ fine-writing’’ of the musical kind in them 
which is supposed to be the right canvas for a pastel. There 
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TIME CHANGES ALL THINGS. 
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‘* JENKINS SAID HE DIDN’T 
THINK I COULD PUT THESE LIT- 
TLE THINGS UP FIFTY TIMES.” TEN TIMES. FIFTEEN TIMES. 





is too much prettiness and too little fancy in sketches like “ The Coming of 
the Prince,” and ‘The Oak-Tree and The Ivy.” 

The character sketches, like “ Ezra’s Thanksgiving Out West,” “‘ The Cyclo- 
peedy,” and “ The Old Man,” are better—though one must feel that his suscep- 
tibilities are being played upon with something of that exulting effusiveness 
which led Mr. Lang to accuse Dickens of ‘“ wallowing in the pathetic.” 
When a reader suspects that a writer has said to himself “I'll now give them 
pathos in solid chunks,” he straightway screws down the valve of the fountain 
of tears, Droch. 


NEW BOOKS. 


LIND FATE, By Mrs. Alexander. New York: Henry Holt and Company. 
Come Forth. By Eli abeth Stuart Phelps and Herbert D Ward. Boston and New York: 

Houghton, Mifflin and Company. 

A Little Book of Profitable Tales By Eugene Field. New York: Charlee Scribner’s Sons. 

A Little Book of Western Verse. By Eugene Field. New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons. 

Editorials and Other Waifs By L Fidelia Morley Gillette. New York: Fowler Wells 
Company. 

Human Magnetism. By H. S. Drayton, M. D. New York: Fowler Wells Company. 





IT WAS, PERHAPS, DESERVED. 
MICUS: Why are you so angry at having your 
poem reproduced in that paper ? 

GREAT POET: Because the editor has appended a 
note to it, saying that he reproduces it, not on account 
of its merit, but to show the kind of rot a men with an 
established reputation can get accepted. 











RELATIVELY speaking Harrison is a success. THIRTY TIMES. 
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A SWEITZER CASE. 


NDER the shade of one umbrella 
A maiden fair and a city fellar 
Were sailing one day on Lake Lucerne. 
They thought, as they sailed so nicely together, 
They’d better sail on for ever and ever ; 
So she became his’n and he became her’n. 





ROBERT’S THEORY. 


OMMY: I don’t understand about that girl in pink tights. 
I saw her only night before last from the balcony, and she had 
CAs " ; i} i a distinctly Grecian nose, and now it turns right up. You can 
si ns via see for yourself. 
Bos: She probably hadn’t seen you night before last, and 
now she has. 





AN INFALLIBLE SIGN. 
Saga and I'll wager a new hat that man over there’s a school- 
master. 
PoTTs: Nonsense, how do you know? 


WEEKS: Oh, he tried his hand on the seat of the chair before he sat 
down on it! 








STILL A MARGIN OF PROFIT. 
LERK: I collected only one of the bills. The other three men skipped the 
town. 


es PLUMBER: That’s nothing, so long as one of them paid. Come and I'll opena 
-_ * ge small bottle. 








OVERHEARD AT DELMONICO’S., 


IRST SWELL: Waiter, bring me some soft-shell 
crabs, and just mention my name to the che/. 

SECOND SWELL: Waiter, bring me sweetbreads a /a 
jinanciére, and mention my name to the chef. 

THIRD SWELL: Waiter, bring me some _ broiled 
lobster, and be sure to mention my name to the chef. 

ORDINARY MORTAL: Waiter, bring me one dozen 
clams, and mention my name to every clam. 








A BAD EFFECT. 
HATTER: Count Tolstoi is sick, I learn. 


STAGGERS: Yes; he has just heard of Wana- 
maker. 


A STANDING WEARINESS. 


OU look rather weary,” said the cloud to the 
Eiffel Tower. 
“Yes; I was.up all night,” replied the Tower. 
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AN EXCEPTION. Piscator: ANY BITES OVER THERE, SONNY ? 
. ; Boy: MILLIONS OF ’EM. 
A: Accidents will happen! Piscator (in joyous expectancy): TRouT? 
B: Not when you have a policy. Boy: NO! ’SKEETERS. 
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THE MAN WHO ALWAYS HAS A FHWHO 
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OCIAL@ANCES. 


S A FMVHOM HE WISHES YOU TO MEET. 
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SOME PERTINENT QUESTIONS. 
I TOOK my boy off for a sail on 
a Sound steamer a short time 

ago. Here is what he asked me in 
the course of the day: 

“Do they call this a Sound 
steamer because it makes a noise?” 

“Is that water down there any 
wetter than the water in the Atlan- 
tic Ocean ?” 

‘““What makes the water wet, 
anyhow?” 

“How many men could be 
drowned in water as deep as that ?”’ 

“If a mamma fish couldn't get 
any worms in the water for the 
little fish would she go ashore and * 
dig for them?” 

“Suppose a whale came along 





and sat for three days on an oyster 
so that he couldn’t open his shell 
would it suffocate the oyster?” 

“Doesn't the dampness ever give 
clams malaria?” 

“ Does it hurt to get drowned ?” 

“Ts that big man with the gold 
buttons on his coat the papa of all 
those men who do whatever he tells 
them to?” 







WIT OF A DEEP-VEINED HUMANITY. 





Aunt Kate: 1 DO WISH YOU WOULD GIVE HIM MORE ENCOURAGEMENT, Lucy. HE MAY 
BE A LITTLE CONCEITED, BUT HIS WIT NEVER MAKES YOU ANGRY WITH HIM. 
Lucy: No. It JUST MAKES YOU FEEL SORRY FOR HIM. 















“Who are those men up there in the little house on the roof playing with the 
bicycle ?”’ 

‘*Where do all those soap-suds behind the boat come from ?” 
“Could a locomotive go as fast on the water as this boat?” 


I recommend this paper to the Civil Service Examiners. 











Carlyle Smith. 





EXTRACT FROM A SPEECH. 
OUTHERN BRIGADIER: When the war was over we of the South were 

Weary Traveler: WLOVESH NOT ON’Y willing to admit that one rebel couldn't lick ten Yankees, but from the recent 
THINK WHASH MAKES WORLD—HIc—co _ Pension legislation it would appear that the rebels have either killed, maimed, or given 
"ROUND. a chronic disease to every male adult north of Mason and Dixon's Line. 
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LOVE’S SACRIFICES. 
A Tale of Bar Harbor. 


PAULINE—a maiden, 
FITZWILLIAM—a man (that is what is called a man at college, 
7. é., an eighteen-year-old boy). 





a. gee : Fitzwilliam, it is now a month since first we met, 
and during that time we have been much together. 

HE (danguidly): Evenso; a month. 
like a year, doesn’t it ? 

SHE: During that time we have been on the most familiar 
terms. I have done everything I could to amuse you, and 
make your stay here agreeable. I have mended your tennis 
blazer; I have sung to you in the pale moonlight. I have 
taken you out numberless times in my naphtha launch, and 
likewise in my village cart. I have had papa send you wines 
and cigars from the city,and I have spent my entire personal 
allowance in presents for you. I have permitted you to kiss 
me at reasonable intervals, and have not insisted on your 
telling me a dozen times a day that you loved but me alone. 

HE (drowszly): I guess you're right, Pauline. 

SHE: Now, don't you think that it would be just and 
fair for you to make some sacrifice for my sake? Not such a 
great sacrifice ; just something to prove that you really have 
an affection for me. 

HE (royally): Pauline, I will be more than just and fair. 
I will be generous. I will give you—ah—permission to tell 
the other girls at the hotel that I have kissed you. 

Tom Hall. 


By Jove, it seems 
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Disgusted Liver and White (to would-be sportsman who has just 
missed his sixth covey): SAY, LET’s GO HOME; YOU MAKE ME 
TIRED. I DON’T BELIEVE YOU COULD HIT A FLO*K OF LARGE- 
SIZED FEATHER PILLOWS AT THREE-FOOT RISE. 
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‘(I’m AFRAID YOU WILL HAVE TO LOOK FOR A NEW PLACE BE- 
FORE THE FIRST OF THE MONTH, BRIDGET.” 

‘* WHAT FUR, Ma’aM ?” 

‘*MR. SMITH OBJECTS TO SO MUCH WASTE IN THE KITCHEN,” 

‘* Lor’ Ma’AM, IF THAT’S ALL, I‘LL LACE MESILF WIDIN AN INCH 
OF ME LOIFE.” 





A PARENTAL SOLILOQUY. 








TO A BATTERED TOY. 





HOU callest forth the sweetest memories 
Of days gone by, ’pon which I fondly dote; 
When my dear son sat on his father’s knees, 
Pretending they were choo-choo cars, or boat. 


To-day the boy’s a man: I love him still; 
He’s independent, too, as he can be, 
And every Fall he makes his parents ill, 
By casting votes against the G. O. P. 


Ah! would he were that pretty babe of yore; 
I pine for those old days, alas! now gone— 
So I could place him on my knees once more, 
Face downward—Gad! how I would lay it on. 
John Kendrick Bangs. 





AN INCIDENT IN DARKEST AFRICA. 
EPHSON: What makes you look so exhausted ? 
J STANLEY: Here I have been swearing at that black 
brute over there for over half an hour in the lyuga tongue, 
and I've just discovered that he is an Invisiba warrior and 
couldn’t understand me. There is no satisfaction in that 
sort of work. 





SPAT SEISCORS AT NvLL 


LAS! the season’s nearly o’er ; 
With flirting we have done ; 
I'll see my summer girl no more 
Till eighteen ninety-one. 
For though I’ve bought her cream and pie 
And every asked-for thing, 
Her winter fellow now will buy 
Her oysters stews till spring. 
—Chicago Evening Post. 





Dr. WALcoT, the celebrated ‘‘ Peter Pindar,” was an eccentric 
character, and had a great many queer notions of his own. A good 
story is told by one of his contemporaries of the manner in which he 
once tricked his publisher. The latter, wishing to buy the copyright of 
his works, offered him a life annuity of two hundred pounds sterling. 
The doctor, learning that the publisher was very anxious to purchase, 
demanded three hundred pounds. In reply, the latter appointed a day 
on which he would call on the doctor and talk the matter over. At the 
day assigned the doctor received him in his dressing gown, even to the 


erous face by purposely abstaining from the use of the razor for some 
days he had all the appearance of acandidate for quick consumption. 
Added to this, the crafty doctor assumed a hollow and most sepulchral 
cough such as would excite the pity of even a sheriff's officer and make 
a rich man’s heir crazy with joy. The publisher, however, refused to 
give more than two hundred pounds, till suddenly the doctor broke out 
into a violent fit of coughing, which produced an offer of two hundred 
and fifty pounds. This the doctor peremptorily refused, and was seized 
almost instantly with another even more frightful and longer-protracted 
attack that nearly suffocated him, when the publisher, thinking it im- 
possible that such a man could live long, raised his offer and closed 
with him at three hundred pounds. The old rogue lived twenty-five or 
thirty years afterward 


GRADGRIND (to his employés): Nobody but me is to touch that 
clock. Nobody is to begin or leave off work except as it indicates the 
time. 

FOREMAN: Yes, sir. 

GRADGRIND (the next day): Why, the day is one-fourth gone and 
nobody's at work. What does this mean ? 

FOREMAN (meekly): You forgot to wind the clock, sir.—Zx- 
change. 


Miss TERRIUT: When mommer and I were in Yurrup, oh, the 
awfulest thing happened! There was a prince—and a count—and—and 
they fought a duel—about poor me—with pistols.” 

YABSLEY: Ah! were they loaded ? 

Miss TURRIUT : 


No, they weren't! They were just as sober as 


night-cap, and, having aggravated the sickly look of a naturally cadav- could be.—/ndéanafolis Journal. 








OAKLEY’S 
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Toilet Water. 


FOR THE HANDKERCHIEF. 


Lad 
{JUNTA 
3 = Ao, 
COPYRIGETED. 
CELEBRATED HATS, 
—AND— 
Ladies’ Round Hats and Bonnets and 
The Dunlap Silk Umbrella. 

178 & 280 Fifth Avenue, bet. 22d and 23d Sts., 
and 181 Broadway, near Cortlandt St. 
NEW YORK. 

Palmer House, Chicago. 914 Chestnut St., Phila. 
Ge Agencies in all Principal Cities. 
Gold Medal Awarded, Paris Exposition, 1889. 


Cream of Cucumber 
LATEST” NOVELTIES Toilet Soap. 


IN FOR THE COMPLEXION, 


Capes, Jackets 


In 8 and 16 oz. Bottles. 


Queen Cologne. 


in 4, 8 and 16 oz. Bottles. 


Is one of Nature’s Reme- 
dies, and the IDEAL 
for TOILET, BATH 
and SHAMPOO. 


25 Cents per Cake. 


Druggists. 





Camelia Soap. 


and Garments. 


MADE BY THE 


OAKLEY SOAP anp 
PERFUMERY CO. 


EXCLUSIVE STYLES. 
A. JAECKEL, 
FURRIER, 
11 East 19th Street, 


NEW 





FASHIONABLE HAIR. 


We will mail goods to re. 
liable parties throughout 
the United States for ap- 
proval. The newest styles 
and best of goods at lowest 
prices. No money required 
until they are received. 
No obligation to keep 
goods if unsatisfactory ¢ 

Send forcirculars. 
JOHN MEDINA, 
463 Washington Street, - Boston, Mass. 


No. 


YORK. 





avo HELIO-VIOLET SACHET PowpeR.- 
For Sale by all Dealers. 





Received the Grand Gold Med- 
al at the Paris Expo- 
sition, 1889. 











